*    The Fatal Hunting   *

'Open the gate, will you/ directed the King. CI want
to ride in and have a close look at him/

clt is not altogether safe to enter/ protested U Naga.

"What nonsense!3 said the King. If it was safe for me
to lasso him yesterday in the wild, what risk do I run
now when he is secured by two legs?'

As U Naga still delayed to open the gate, Usana with
a movement of irritation told his driver to do so. He
was the very man who had seen the hive on the Tharaba
lintel.

Death is certain, but the moment of its coming is
rarely anticipated. Unknown to U Naga, the tusker was
must. The peculiar frenzy of that state had seised him
but a short time before, and as yet he had shown no
outward sign of what possessed him. The moment,
however, that Usana rode into the enclosure, he
wheeled, snapped the tether, with a furious sweep of
his head dashed away a tame elephant standing by and
charged. The driver of the King's elephant had hardly
a second in which to act. He managed to swerve
slightly to the right, but as the must elephant passed on
the left he slipped a tusk under the royal girth. The
howdah fell and the King with it. From first to last it
was a matter of seconds. U Naga and his assistants
flung themselves into the enclosure. But all was over;
the King was dead; the elephant had touched him.
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